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FLORIDA ON THE EVE OF THE CIVIL WAR
AS SEEN BY A SOUTHERN REPORTER
edited by WILLIAM WARREN ROGERS
I N THE DAYS PRIOR to the firing on Fort Sumter, readers of theCharleston Daily Courier were kept well informed on current
events by its various correspondents. 1 No paper in the South was
better supplied with journalists, who sent in weekly, and often
daily, reports from centers of interest. One of these reporters
styled himself “Batchelor,” and he made a tour of Florida for the
Courier.
Like “Leo” from Washington, “Pink” from New York, and
”Sigma” from Montgomery, Batchelor did not reveal his real
name. Nor did his newspaper identify him, although it is clear
that he was a native South Carolinian. Batchelor resembled
his fellow journalists in that he had considerable literary ability,
with a style both interesting and witty. With a good eye for de-
tail, his descriptive skill was several levels above the average
reportorial competence. His Florida impressions deal with the
landscape and various forms of plant and animal life. Included
are descriptions of the towns he visited and the activities he found
within them. The letters are, in effect, a report by a cultured
writer to an older, settled part of the South about a new and
largely unexploited region.
In all there were six, although the letter of March 28 was
dated first from Jacksonville and then continued from Lake City.
Batchelor obviously enjoyed his Florida excursion and much of
his exuberance comes through in his prose. 2
Jacksonville, Fla., March 27, 1861
At 7 o’clock, A.M., on the 26th inst., we were on board the
good steamer Carolina, Capt. T. J. Lockwood, for a first visit to
1 This newspaper was established as the Charleston Courier in 1830
and became the Charleston Daily Courier in 1852. In 1873 it as-
sumed its present name by merging with the Charleston Daily News
and becoming The News and Courier.
2. The letters appear in Charleston Daily Courier, April 1, 2, 3, 4, 6,
and 8, 1861.    
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Florida. 3 The romantic anticipations of the land of flowers and
evergreens,’ with which we embarked, were soon temporarily
dispelled, for no sooner had our good ship crossed the bar of
Charleston harbor, than that abominable accompaniment of the
ocean - sea sickness - beset us. Most of the passengers were on
a first trip, and of course the ocean demanded tribute of us all,
which was paid, however, under protest. The Captain said we
were ‘feeding fish’ handsomely, a joke which we considered de-
cidedly in bad taste at such a time; yet we all afterwards forgave
him the remark.
Three o’clock in the afternoon brought us to the entrance of
the Savannah River. As we passed up its dotted waters, Fort Pu-
laski, near the bar, and further up Fort Jackson, showed, by the
pacing sentry and pointed guns, that their garrisons were on the
alert, and ready to dispute the entry off unwelcome visitors. Two
hours were spent in strolling through the streets of our pretty
little neighbor-Savannah, and looking at the still prettier faces
that graced them. At six o’clock the bell summoned us back, and
our boat, winding its way among the Cotton and lumber ships
that lined the river, were [sic] soon on the billows again, on the
outside route to Fernandina. Night and distance soon closed in
upon the landscape beauty, and we retired, to be rocked into
dreams by the eternal tossing and rolling of the ocean.
It is sunrise, and we have crossed the bar of the St. Mary’s,
and are steaming up its placid waters. The broad and beautiful
bay is dotted with waterfowl, and bouncing fish, and frowning
guns, at intervals, overlooking high headlands. Just to our left,
a battery of thirty-two pounders, grinning from behind a sand-
bank, is seen, while far up in the distance, a flag designates the
locality of Fort Clinch. We pass safely under its guns, and then
turning a curve in the river find ourselves in view of the new
and enterprising town of Fernandina. We stroll through the
shelled streets, and see several new and pretty residences, with
occasionally an orange grove or fig tree veiling their front. Here
spring was just bursting forth in romantic beauty. The headlands
3. The Carolina was added to a line of steamers in service between Pa-
latka, Jacksonville, and Charleston in 1853. See Thomas Frederick
Davis, History of Early Jacksonville, Florida (Jacksonville: H. & W.
B. Drew, 1911), pp. 99-100. See also Branch Cabell and A. J. Han-
na, The St. Johns: A Parade Of Diversities (New York: Rinehart,
1943), passim. 
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along the St. Mary’s, and in the suburbs of the town, were radi-
ant with flowery verdure and fragrant evergreen. You are just
reminded at this point, that you are visiting the land of flowers,
and the very waters seem to have caught the glow of spring, and
shine with something more than natural beauty.
Two hours more and we have gone to sea again, and are now
crossing the bar at the entrance of the St. John’s River. The lead
is carried in the fore chains, and the seaman calls out ‘eight and
a half feet,’ which warns us that we are rather uncomfortably
near the bottom, as our steamer is drawing seven feet of water.
Safely we pass the net work of buoys, and enter into the broad
and beautiful St. John’s. Another battery of these ominous thirty-
two pounders looks over a sand bank, grinning fiercely under the
feet of the weary sentry. Up the beautiful river among the water-
fowl we go, and seeing fish leap out of the deep, flounce about
in the air and then disappear again. Some of our party are now on
the poop deck with fowling pieces, but the birds are used to being
shot at, and experience is always wisdom, even with birds.
Close ahead of our prow, a discreet and dignified pelican sits
calmly on the water. Whiz, goes a rifle ball just over its back, and
carefully unfolding its huge pinions, the sober bird gathers itself
up, and wings away to a more hospitable part of its native ele-
ment. Now, we are passing a Cotton plantation, with its pretty
mansion and whitewashed negro cottages in the background. As
I sit in the purser’s office writing, the river opens out into a
broad lake on either side, the shores of which are acrowned with
laurels, magnolia and orange. Now we are in view of a pine for-
est on one side, and a myrtle grove on the other. Far up the river
a forest of stately palmettos rises to view, and an unconscious
glow of pride, at the sight of our native tree, changes the current
of our meditations; we forget the perennial beauty of the river
and evergreen and thought wanders homeward again.
BATCHELOR
Jacksonville, Fla., March 28, 186l  
At two o’clock, P.M., to-day, our boat lay alongside the wharf
at Jacksonville, and regretfully we took leave of her polite and
gentlemanly officers. To all persons desirous of visiting East
Florida, we would suggest the steamer Carolina, under the com-
3
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mand of Captain THOMAS J. LOCKWOOD, assured that you
are to receive all the courtesy and attention you merit.
Jacksonville lies on the banks of the St. John’s, and is a place
of some pretensions. An inquiry as to its population, elicited a re-
sult of from 2500 to 6000. Consulting the United States census
returns, we find that in 1850 it contained a population of about
850. Its inhabitants are now estimated at about 3500. 4 Two
newspapers are published here, the St. John’s Mirror and the
Southern Confederacy. The latter journal was established by
Messrs. SADDLER and THEO. S. GOURDIN, of Charleston. 5
The Courier, a few weeks since, contained a notice of the decease
of Mr. GOURDIN. His name is spoken of reverently yet, and an
appreciative community seem to lament deeply his premature
and untimely loss.
One of the pastimes of the people here, and the one most in
vogue, is fishing. You find fish, of all kinds, at all hours, in all
places. As I sit at my window writing, a score of rods are being
piled at a pier in front of the hotel, and numerous boats skim
the surface of the river, clipping out its unsuspecting inhabitants.
The town wears an enterprising and pleasing aspect. The business
houses are large and well built, and the private dwellings prettily
veiled in orange and live-oak trees . . . [are] everywhere appar-
ent. Everything appears new to you-even the birds seem to have
improvised as they warble strangely sweet notes from the orange
blossoms and evergreens of the beautiful city. The greatest ob-
jection we found to it was its sandy streets, in which you were
sure to sink shoe-deep at every step.
Lake City, March 28, 1861
At two o’clock this afternoon, we took the train on the At-
lantic and Gulf Central Rail Road for Lake City. 6 Passing through
4. The 1860 census returns listed Jacksonville as having 1,133 white
persons, 87 free Negroes, and 898 slaves for a total of 2,118. See
Population of the United States in 1860, I (Washington, 1864), 54.
5. T. Frederick Davis, History of Jacksonville, Florida and Vicinity
1513 to 1924 (St. Augustine: The Florida Historical Society, 1925),
pp. 449-450, mentions that the Republican, a Whig paper begun in
1848, burned in 1854 and about 1858 was renamed the St. Johns
Mirror. Supposedly there was another paper called the Southern
Rights. The similarity of names suggests that this was the same paper
as the Southern Confederacy.
6. This road was first organized in 1851. Aided by federal and state
land grants the controlling company began work in 1857 and the
4
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the subberbs [sic] of Jacksonville the iron track led us into a pine
forest, from which we emerged, just at this place-a distance of
sixty miles. On, through the interminable forest, our train
whizzed at a speed of twenty-five miles per hour; yet nothing
but an occasional saw-mill, or turpentine manufactory, relieved
the monotony, until we came to the pretty lakes near this place.
The Atlantic and Gulf Central Road is one of the best in the
State. The trains make excellent time, and run without jolt or
jostle.
Lake City takes its name from a number of limpid basins
that glisten like pearls around the suburbs. It numbers 800 in-
habitants, possesses a mild and healthy climate, and good so-
ciality. It wears above all an air of sociality and refinement not
always found in a new country, newly peopled. The adjacent
country, judging from the part we saw along the rail road, is
not so wealthy as other portions, and consequently offers fewer
inducements to planters. For health and happiness, however, it
can be safely recommended. It has, too, its pretty faces, and in
numbers sufficient to almost dissipate the quiet reverie resolves
of a bachelor, even. A fairy form has just flitted past my window
now, and I watch after the half bonneted face until she ap-
proaches the lake. How pretty! She has turned, and is coming
back up the street again, and, I declare, she is beautiful, and-
BATCHELOR
Tallahassee, Fla., March 29, 1861
We left the orange groves and beautiful City of Lakes at five
this morning, taking the Pensacola and Georgia Rail Road, for
Tallahassee. 7 The grey of morning was just opening up as we
passed out through the chain of lakes surrounding the village-
our train skirting along their borders and on the intervening
slopes. These lakes, in some respects, remind me much of our na-
road from Jacksonville to Lake City was completed in March 1860.
See George W. Pettengill, Jr., The Story of the Florida Railroads
1834-1903 (Boston: Railway & Locomotive Historical Society,
1952),  pp. 20-21.
7. Incorporated in 1853 with federal and state land grants, this road,
which abandoned its plan of erecting a line from Pensacola to a
point on the Georgia-Florida line, was not finished from Lake City
to Tallahassee until 1861. See Pettengill, Florida Railroads, pp.
24-25.      
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tive Carolina. The same high, knotty trunk Cypress, with the
pendant drapery of white moss, and the myrtle and bay, scatter-
ed at intervals on their borders, are here, but, in addition, you
have a sheet of water of silvery whiteness, with the proud and
prominent magnolia erect at its shore, and gentle eminences
cloaked with verdue, undulating and receding from it. The jessa-
mine and woodbine clamber along the borders, too, and drop
their red and yellow petals upon the white surface below. Oc-
casionally a symetrical swan, disturbed by the rattling train, lifts
its white plumage from the surface, and soars away in the dis-
tance. At one place no less than twenty of these beautiful birds
rose up from a little lake near the track.
At a rapid speed our iron horse flew on, presenting a pano-
ramic view of swamp, forest, lake and village. Houston is a new
county seat, recently located, twenty miles from Lake City. 8 It
has about a dozen houses, apparently about a half dozen months
old. We wish it as many more in half the time.
‘What stream is that, Mr. Conductor?‘
‘That’s Swawnee river, sir.’
How our heart and memory leaped back to the old Carolina
negro melody ‘Way down upon the Swawnee River,’ at the sight
of the Suwanee [sic]. It is a dark, deep, sluggish stream, with
high banks, and tall cypress trees along them, hung with the ever
mournful moss drapery. It is the first river we have passed that
empties into the Gulf of Mexico.
Our locomotive has given its shrill whistle, and a Church
spire and white cottages open to view from among the trees
ahead of us. It is the village of Madison, and county seat of the
county of that name. We have friends here and spare the place
our relentless pen until another time. 9
A brief stop for breakfast, and we are again speeding on over
the ever interesting landscape-We are now approaching a mag-
nificent agricultural country and plantation cottages, and ma-
8. Suwannee County was formed in 1858. Despite its location on the
railroad, Houston lost out to the more enterprising town of Live Oak,
which became the county seat in 1868. An excellent review of the
county’s history may be seen in the seventy-fifth anniversary edition
of Live Oak Suwannee Democrat, October [no day] 1959.
9. Undoubtedly Batchelor knew people here because many South Caro-
linians had settled in the county. See Dorothy Dodd, “Some Florida
Secession History,” Tallahassee Historical Society Annual, III
( 1 9 3 7 ) ,  4 .
6
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chinery fly past us with the rapidity of our motion. Again we
come to the forest, and now a magnificent Florida swamp. The
wild and dismal haunt of the Indian is before us, and we look
more reverently to that God who has touched even the fright-
ful wilderness with a perennial beauty that disarms it of its loveli-
ness, as we view this wonderful production. Nature has, indeed,
in these fastnesses, mingled her purest elements, producing an
effect beautiful beyond the reach of thought or power of earthly
description. She has brought here her garlands and strewed them
munificently within the reach of man, yet proclaiming to him in
meaning accents noli me tangere. The tall cypress lets fall its
mourning drapery, low over the matted vine and gorgeous flower-
et, in indication of the dissolution of all things beautiful and
earthly.
These swamps exhale a deadly miasma, in the summer season,
under which almost any constitution will fall, if exposed to it for
a night only. Yet they are so naturally beautiful, that you would
think Raphael had painted one of them. It is a sunny morning,
and as our train rushes through this wild, the green water in the
side ditches is occasionally circled by a lazy moccasin dropping
its slick coils off a log, or cross tie, where it has been taking a
siesta. ‘Ugh-ugh,‘ - said a Dutchman on the next seat to me,
as a big fellow tumbled off, just under the window from which
he was looking - ‘It ish von dam schnake - ugh !‘ and the poor
fellow shuddered with real fright at the idea of being within
five feet of such a venomous reptile.
But we have sped nearly a hundred miles since morning,
and our locomotive has begun to clamber the slopes in the vicin-
ity of the Capital of Florida. Up a steep grade, and down into
the valley again, and then upon the shore of Lake-Leman, I
had almost said-but properly Lafayette. Byron, poor fellow,
never saw this place, or he might have added another and bright-
er laurel to his brow, than the inspiration of Lake Leman gave
it. A clear sheet of silvery water, six or seven miles in length,
and varying from a half mile to a mile in width, winds between
hills and forests, up to the Capital itself. Its shores are skirted by
a narrow belt of live oak and green sward, and without this a
more delicate border of Cherokee Rose, matted and interlaced
among the intervening shrubbery, wearing its grandest attire of
blossoms and fragrance. Are we really in the wilds of Florida?
7
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Or are we not looking upon the garden and pool of another Baby-
lonian monarch? But yonder rise the spires of Tallahassee, and
this is not a dream.
BATCHELOR
Tallahassee, Fla., March 30, 1861
We are in Flora’s Capital, and a pet it is, worthy of Flora.
With a population of only 2000, 10 and destitute withal of com-
mercial advantages, beyond its local trade, it is, nevertheless, one
of the most refined and elegant cities of the South. Here are gath-
ered many retired business men, merchants and planters, bringing
with them all the wealth, luxury and taste of many years gar-
nering up. Style predominates to a great extent. Handsome
equipages, with liveried servants, and elegantly dressed occu-
pants, meet you at every turn, and you wonder at seeing all this
in the bosom of a country not yet developed, and scarcely known
to the world.
Tallahassee is seated upon an undulating ridge, running
North and South, about a mile and a half in length. It is the most
elevated point to be found so far South. To the Westward
stretches a beautiful meadow, far as the eye can reach, with its
gardens, herds and limpid water, while in the right and left, and
in the background, are elevated forest slopes, now as green as in
midsummer.
The residences here are mostly wooden buildings, of pretty
architecture, with elegant gardens, and evergreens, shaded by the
stately natural oak. The visitor is reminded of Washington City
frequently as he passes along the streets. The residences are
similarly scattered along the broad avenues, and much of its ele-
gance, ruralized, and modified, is manifest among the citizens.
The State Capitol is a plain, pretty building, of red stucco, with-
out ornament, but sufficiently capacious for its purposes. Notwith-
standing the delicious atmosphere of the place, we doubt much
its salubrity. Many of the citizens spend the summer season at
Belle Air - a little town in the pine lands, some fifteen miles
South of this.
The city is all excitement to-day. President Davis has just sent
10. Population . . . I n 1860, I , 54, lists 997 whites, 4 6 free
and 889 slaves. The total population was 1,932.
Negroes,
8
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a requisition for 500 men to be furnished by the State for
Pensacola. A Battalion of Volunteers is now parading the streets,
in fatigue uniform, ready for service. Two Companies leave here
three days hence for Pensacola, by way of Montgomery. The
troops from other portions of the State will join them before leav-
ing. We noticed, yesterday, several pieces of heavy artillery on
the trains for Cedar Keys and St. Marks, two points on the Gulf.
The military spirit of the people seems to be fully awakened, and
orders for the attack of Fort Pickens are impatiently expected.
One of the two Companies to leave here is commanded by Captain
P. A. Amaker, formerly of Orangeburg District, S. C., but now
Judge of Probate in Tallahassee. 11
We were well pleased with the hotel system here. You are
not met at the depot by runners as at other places, but quietly tell
the hackman where you wish to go, deliver him your checks, and
off you drive. The City Hotel, at which we are stopping, may be
taken as a fair sample, and is quiet, well ordered, kept by gentle-
manly proprietors, and equal to any in the State. The hackman
that drives you from the depot-three fourths of a mile or more-
taking your baggage at the same time, charges you twenty-five
cents only.
We leave Tallahassee-the City of Oaks and ‘magnificent
distances’-and run down, by rail road, to St. Mark’s, on the
Gulf. It is just twenty-two miles, and you are only a few minutes
on the way. But the car window is left up notwithstanding the
dust and smoke, and cinders, for you are speeding over the love-
liest portion of the State of Florida, and every glance thrown
away is a feast lost. Again comes the chain of lakes, with their
gorgeous borders, and one by one they seemingly flit past you,
as you are whirled down towards the Mexican Gulf. Lake Brad-
ford, the largest of the kind we have seen in Florida, is a
beautiful sheet of water, along the shores of which you see a
duplicate forest belt, both above and below the water. Just below
here is the famous Wakulla Spring. Here a large stream of water
bursts up in clear limpid bubbles, and edging around, finally
passes off forming the Wakulla river. Nothing astonishes the
visitor more than the wonderful transparency of these streams.
11. Amaker was a leading lawyer in partnership with D. P. Hogue. In
addition, Amaker commanded the Leon Rifles. See Tallahassee
Floridan and Journal, June 2, 1860.
9
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Dropping a dime into the Wakulla is the customary tax upon the
hidden mysteries. The little coin twirls about as it descends, and
down, down into the unfathomable it continues to go-yet for
seconds you watch its descent through the crystal fluid. Ours, we
suppose, [must] have gone to China, for we never saw it stop.
St. Mark’s lies upon the Gulf, just where the Peninsular
Coast has made the circuit of Florida, and is wending off to the
South again. Its shallow harbor will keep away a trade which
its favorable locality would otherwise give it. It is nevertheless a
port of entry, and preparations are rapidly making to place it in
a posture of defence. Some big thirty-two’s bear upon the Spanish
Hole-the anchorage ground for large vessels-as well as protect
the entrance to the St. Mark’s River.
We reached here a few hours too late for the steamer to
Pensacola, and will have to retrace our course or remain here a
week before another opportunity offers us a visit to the seat of
war. Perhaps time will thus be afforded us to collect further
curiosities from this inexhaustible fund to the unexplored.
BATCHELOR
Madison, Fla., April 2, 1861
No State in the old Union, comparing their several resources,
has made more vigorous efforts towards internal improvements
than Florida. With a population of only 47,003 white inhabitants
and 39,310 slaves in 1850, 12 she has built lines of rail roads of
an aggregate length of over 400 miles, and has under process of
construction nearly 300 miles more-being an average of one
mile of road to every sixty-seven white inhabitants. These roads
are all built upon the most approved plans, of the best material,
and traverse sections of country of inexhaustible agricultural
wealth. The through line of road from Jacksonville to Tallahassee
is superior, we candidly believe, to any we have ever traveled over.
The trains run at a rate of from twenty-five to forty miles per
hour, and accidents very rarely, if ever, occur. A route is here
opened to travel from Charleston to the South, comparatively un-
known as yet, but which must eventually be appreciated. Leaving
12. Population . . . In 1860, I, 54, lists Florida as having 140,424 per-
sons. This figure was broken down into 77,747 whites, 932 free
Negroes, and 61,745 slaves.
10
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Charleston by steamer to Fernandina or Jacksonville, you take the
train through to Tallahassee, thence to St. Marks, and by steamer
to Mobile or New Orleans. A road will soon be complete from
Tallahassee to Pensacola direct, thus offering a rapid and easy
means of communication to all the Gulf cities by land. These
roads run along the parallels of latitude directly South, and a
discerning public will eventually learn to estimate their worth.
The grant of alternate sections of land to rail road Companies
in the State, will, in all probability, have an injurious effect upon
the rapid settlement of the country. Instead of offering these lands
for sale, they have issued paper currency to meet their expenses,
and the immense land grants give this paper a circulation in the
State, at once dangerous to its credit and financial interests. All of
these bills promise to pay in transportation, and of course, are not
redeemable in specie. The results will be that the rail road
Companies will speculate to a dangerous extent upon the privi-
leges thus granted them by the State, and hold these lands until
an exorbitant price can be obtained for them.
Among the many Carolinians we have met in Florida, who
will look back with pride upon their descent from the Palmetto
State, we are pleased to mention the name of the Hon. John C.
McGhee, a native of Edgefield District, and now President of the
Florida State Convention. Vigorous, erect and manly, with the
silver hairs scattered under his wig, the Carolinian at once recog-
nizes in him a genial and familiar presence. 13
To-day is all excitement in Madison. The volunteers for
Pensacola leave in a few hours, and all the country is here
to witness their departure. The company from this place numbers
80 men, 24 of whom are native Carolinians. . . .
A beautiful Confederate flag was this evening presented to
the Company, from the young Ladies of the Madison Female
College. There was something so touchingly beautiful and tender
in this offering of childhood purity, and woman’s faithful and
devoted trust to patriotic valor, that we cannot forbear a quotation
from the address of Miss Sallie Partridge, a native of Charleston,
but resident in Florida, accompanying the gift.
13. The correct spelling of the secession convention chairman is “McGe-
hee.” He had lived in Madison County for thirty years. A devout
Christian and large slaveowner, McGehee believed in the moral cor-
rectness of slavery. See Dodd, “Some Florida Secession History,” 4.
11
Rogers: Florida on the Eve of the Civil War as Seen by a Southern Reporte
Published by STARS, 1960
156 FLORIDA  HISTORICAL  QUARTERLY
As we look upon your faces and reflect upon the circumstances
under which we meet, our hearts fill with intermingled emo-
tions of sadness and admiration. The separation soon to take
place between friend and friend, and the possibility of its
being, with some, a final one, claims all that woman can
give-a tear and prayer. The exchange you are about to make,
of happy homes and pleasure for the perils and hardships of
a soldier’s life, demands our sympathy, while it challenges
our gratitude and highest admiration. . . .
It would be difficult to depict de enthusiastic excitement this
little episode produced. The address was elegantly and appropri-
ately responded to by W. H. Whitman, Esq., and proudly unfur-
ling their flag to the breeze, the brave fellow brushed away the
tear that manhood even cannot restrain, and a few minutes after-
ward [they] were hopefully on their way to the scene of contem-
plated conflict.
BATCHELOR
St. John’s River, Fla., April 5, 1861
We are back on the noble St. John’s once more, and the
same good steamer, Carolina, is puffing majestically along its
bosom, with her decks full of passengers, anxiously feasting on
the wonders and beauty of nature here developed.
Leaving Jacksonville, the steamer changes its course, and
differing from the entire tribe of rivers in this respect, flows
from South to North. Here it widens out into that beautiful body
of water, which derived for it, from the Indian, the name of
Wee Laka, or Chain Lake. Its shores at this point, twenty miles
from its mouth, are from three to five miles apart, and for a
distance of seventy-five miles our steamer seemed to be traversing
what might as appropriately be named an ocean as a river. Like
the Sewanee [sic], its waters are dark and turbid, and an ordinary
breeze lashes it into quite respectable billows.
But the imperishable beauty of its shores attracts the eye of
the stranger from all else, and rivits it there for the remainder
of the passage. You are done with the myrtle and laurel, and the
more hardy evergreen of the North; but in its place you find the
orange, lemon, citron, vine banana, and other tropical trees in
increasing numbers as you advance upwards. Our eager desire
to see a natural orange grove, with the fruit all hanging to the
branches, was fully gratified here. Just before reaching Picolata,
12
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and at an abrupt angle of the river, a light green forest, inter-
spersed with an occasional heavy live oak, was pointed out to us.
It was our long looked for wild orange grove, and we gazed long-
ingly at its tempting shades, under which the spring birds were
chirping their first notes, and wished ourselves there forever.
Picolata is the name of an intended town on the St. John’s,
but the name has existed for some years, and the town has thus
far passed only to its second house. A hotel for invalids is
established here, and in the winter season is much frequented.
These invalid hotels, or more properly, hospitals, are scattered
at intervals all along the river, and half the passengers on our
boat, at times, were Northerners who had been inmates of these
hospitals for the winter. Many of them, dissatisfied with the cli-
mate, or impatient under the rapid advance of the insatiate disease,
were returning home to die. Others were still hopeful; but the
hectic cough, the hollow cheek, the inelastic step and whispering
articulation, showed too well their hope was deceptive, and that
the conqueror had almost grasped the coveted spoil.
Among the list of passengers on our return was a fragile and
intellectual boy of apparently sixteen winters. Alas! to him they
had been rude ones indeed. The flesh of manhood all gone, and
its aspirations and pride thus foiled in the hopeful bud, was in-
deed a sad contemplation. Five weeks of the balmy air of Florida
had only hastened the progress of the destroyer, and unable to
speak above a hoarse whisper, with a tottering step, it was evident
that his last chaplet of summer flowers had already bloomed.
Palatka, situated on the St. John’s, is a promising little town,
with its hotels, saloons, and steam boats, as practical evidences
of its prosperity. It has about 800 inhabitants, with a wealthy
back country to support it, and may some day become a place of
importance. Here the river becomes too shallow for heavy vessels,
and the navigation beyond this is carried on by small river steam-
ers. Here, too, our navigation ended, and regretfully re-embarking
we prepared to leave this home of beauty, prosperity and hope,
for one less beautiful, but our own.
It is a matter of regret that the St. John’s Bar affords so little
water. Here is a river unsurpassed by none in the world in the
advantages for navigation, after once getting upon it; but vessels
drawing over eight feet of water enter it with difficulty. A channel
of from twenty-five to thirty feet, we were told, can be obtained
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for nearly one hundred miles from its mouth, deep enough to
float the navies of the world. Add to this the fact that its source
is in a land of inexhaustible wealth, where the planter can select
at pleasure whether he grows Cotton, Sugar, Rice or Tropical
Fruits, and you find still further reason for regret.
It is rather singular to observe how little is known of the
wealth, resources and advantages of Florida. With a sufficiency of
labor, and a litttle more capital, its knotty cypress and pine would
give place to the richer products for which it is so well adapted,
and the wild forest blossom like a garden under the touch of
civilization. We have seldom seen a place where labor was more
wasted, or could produce a richer result, if expanded. A new
source of wealth recently opened to enterprise, is in the lumber
and turpentine business. Vast quantities of this are coming into
market, but as nothing compared to what the resources of the
country can supply.
We hope the day is not far off when with wealth and resourc-
es fully appreciated, Florida will attain a population and wealth
commensurate with her merits.
BATCHELOR
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